

















































Being born during typhoon Dading in June of 1964, my mother apparently
believed that naming me Noah would save me from perishing in the
accompanying flood waters that ~shed through our small Philippine village in
Central Lugon. I doubt that a name can save a person's life, but I did survive the
flood by being held securely in the strong arms of my grandfather. However,.
mother, who could not swim and was in a weakened condition from giving birth,.
was swallowed by the overflowing Casanova river.
Father, a U.S. Air Force sergeant, was in Vietnam on temporarily assigned
duty at the time of my birth and returned to the Philippines as soon as he received
news of my mother's death. Being unable to both care for me and fulfill his Air
Force duties, which entailed a great deal of traveling, he agreed to allow my Filipino
grandparents to care for me until his rotation back to the United States at the end of
1964.
After returning Stateside, my father todme to live with my aunt in a small
farming town in northern Illinois called Amboy, and that is where I was raised and
lived until I enlisted in the Marine Corps in 1982. My ever absent father had been
saving to send me to college, so it was not surprising that he greatly protested my
enlistment. However, since I was already eighteen and no longer needed his
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In December of 1984 I was stationed on OkinQwa and this is where I was
stationed for one year as an intelligence analyst on Futenma Air Base.
As soon as I arrived on OkinQwa, I began planning for two weeks of leave in
the Philippines. My father never really told me anything about my mother, her
family, or the part of the country she came from, so I decided I would visit her
village to find out things for myself. I wasn't even sure if my grandparents were
still living. All I had was a copy of my mother's birth certificate - which I found in
my father's box of old records - that gave their names and the name of their
village.
The day before I left for the Philippines, I received a phone call at the office
from Aaron Ruddy, an Intelligence School classmate of mine stationed on Camp
Foster. He wanted me to meet him at the Venus Club in OkinQwa City to discuss
some business later that evening.
Mter dinner at the chow hall, I took a quick shower, got dressed, walked
down the steep hill from Futenma Air Base, and boarded a bus for OkinQwa City.
After twenty minutes the bus stopped near B.C. Street in OkinQwa City and I made
my way toward the Venus Club. Since it was still early the street was not yet
bustling with servicemen, but, being payday, it would not be this quiet for long.
"Banana, banana, banana! We have show right now!" shouted the






















"Get out of here, Papasan," I said. ''You know there's no banana show in
here. "
I stepped into the dark and musty Venus Club and spotted Aaron sitting next
to the stage. He was drinking his usual, a B.C. Street screwdriver made with cheap
Japanese vodka and orange soda pop. Seated beside him was a FilipinQ sipping on a
$6 shot glass of colored water.
''Hey Green, come over here and have a seat with us!" shouted Aaron. "It's
about time you showed up. What took you so long?"
"I decided to take a bus tonight instead of a taxi to save a few dollars for my
leave in the Philippines," I answered.
"Speaking of the Philippines, this is Siema. She just started working here at
the yenus Club tonight and we will be amongst the first to see her dance," said
Aaron. "Oh!" he continued, turning to Siena. "I almost forgot to tell you that Greg
here is half-Filipino.
"Is that right!" she responded. "Marunong leabang mpa - Tagalog?"
"What?" I asked.
"Do you speak Tagalog?" she repeated in English.
,''No,'' I answered. "My mother died when I was just a baby and I was raised
Stateside."




















Siena then finished her drink, stood up, and excused herself, saying it was
time for her to prepare for her next show.
"Luv ya," she said to Aaron before she entered her dressing room.
"Greg, I wanted you to meet me here tonight so that I could ask a favor of
you," said Aaron as he placed a Manilla folder on the table. "In this folder I have all
the necessary paperwork to be filled out by a foreign national in order to marry a
u.s. serviceman. I would like for you to take this with you to the Philippines
tomorrow and give them to Nora. She lives right in Angeles City."
"00 you mean the Nora who used to dance here about five months ago?" I
asked.
"Yeah," he answered. "1 know that it may sound crazy, but I love her and I
want her to be my wife. You know, she only danced here because she was poor and
she wanted to make money in order to put her two younger sisters through school.
Since she went back to the Philippines, I've been sending her $300 a month so she
and her sisters can finish high school without her having to work in a place like this
anymore. Wait! Siena's getting ready to dance."
Siena slowly stepped up onto the stage as Michael Jackson's "Beat It" began
playing on the jukebox. She was wearing a violet bikini and high heels. The touter
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"We're lucky we got here early enough to get such good seats," said Aaron
with a smile. "Isn't OkinQwa a great place! It's where yellow people use brown
people to get greenbacks from black and white people."
I felt sqmeone tap my shoulder and I turned around only to see the extremely
wrinkled face of Hanako, probably H.C. Streets' oldest bargirl. Some say she's been
hustling drinks since World War II.
"What would you like to drink?" she asked me with a hoarse voice.
''I'll take a rum and Coke and bring my friend another screwdriver," I
answered.
Hanako left for our drinks and I turned my attention back to the stage. Siena
began to remove her bikini top~ Aaron smiled and gave me the thumbs up as she
revealed her small breasts.
"Beat it" came to an end and Procol Harum's "A Whiter Shade of Pale" began
playing. Siena put on a see-through gown as Hanako brought our drinks and took
. my money. All eyes were on Siena as she gracefully swayed about the stage. Aaron
almost looked mesmerized by her movements.
Quickly but delicately, Siena bent over to remove what remained of her
bikini. While the servicemen at the bar began hooting and whistling, I noticed the
tears welling in her dark brown eyes. Her movements were no longer as graceful





















Shade of Pale" faded away, she quickly picked up her bikini and made her way to her
dressing room.
Aaron clapped his hands and turned to me with a large grin on his face.
"Greg, hurry up and finish that rum and Coke. I desperately need to visit a hoteL"
"You just told me that you want to marry Nora and now you say you want to
visit a hotel?" I asked.
"Hey, I'm not married yet," he said. "I still have a couple of months left to
sow my oats. Besides, what Nora doesn't know won't hurt her. Just follow me."
As we exited from the Venus Club, Aaron quickened his pace. He was
usually an easy-going guy, never in a hurry to accomplish anything. However,
when he felt the urge to visit a hotel he walked so fast that you could almost smell
the rubber soles of his shoes burning.
I followed Aaron into a dimly lit alley and he pointed at a neon sign above
the entrance of the Pussycat Hotel. Outside the door six black Marines dressed in
suits and ties were waiting in line.
"They must all be waiting for Number 3," said Aaron. "Let's go next door to
the Prince Hotel. They're usually not as busy."
We stepped into the Prince Hotel and were immediately greeted by a fiftyish
Okinawan woman who stood behind a counter.






















Mamasan nodded her head. IISince today is payday I will have to charge you
$20 for fifteen minutes," she said. IIYou know the rules. When the buzzer rings
your fifteeri: minutes is up. And will your friend be needing a girl tonight? We
have two more available for customers."
IINo, Mamasan," I answered. ''I'm going to the Philippines tomorrow and I
want to save my money."
Mamasan pointed Aaron to a room and he entered it while I took a seat in
the lobby. He wasn't in the room more than two minutes when a bell rang at
Mamason's counter. She immediately stepped from behind the counter and peeped
her head into the room in which Aaron had just entered. After several seconds she
shut the door and returned to her counter with a smile on her fact.
IIWhat happened?" I asked.
''Your friend was complaining that he could not wear Japanese rubbers
because they are too small," she answered. 1150,I told him that if one was not big
enough, then he should try two."
After fifteen minutes had passed Aaron emerged from the room. IIThat
should hold me for another week," he said. IIGreg, I've got just enough money left
for a taxi back to base. How about sharing a taxi with me as far as Camp Foster and
then you can continue on to Futenma? It's beginning to rain and you don't want to
wait at the bus stop, do?"





















A taxi was conveniently waiting at the exit of the ally, so we got in and asked
the driver to take us to Camp Foster.
"You have to go to Cabanatuan City before you visit your grandparents?'
Aaron asked.
'That's right, they live about twenty miles away from Cabanatuan City," I
answered.
"I've been there before," he said. "You'll want to first take a jeepney from
Angeles City south to San Fernando. Then get on an Arayat Express bus that will
take you straight to Cabanatuan City. But Greg, use your head while traveling. The
guerrillas have been quite bold in that area during the past few months. Two
government soldiers were recently ambushed in Mexico town and the major of Sta.
Ana town was assassinated. I'm sure that you've read all about that in your 5-2
office. Remember, you may be half-Filipino, but your uniform is 100% Marine.
Having said these words, Aaron leaned back, closed his eyes, and fell asleep.
"Honcho, do you have any Jefferson Airplane up there?" I asked the taxi
driver. "Hai," he answered as he placed a tape into the cassette deck.
As "White Rabbit" began to play, I watched the windshield wipers swaying





















I boarded the Flying Tigers plane at Kadena Air Force Base and a stewardess-
pointed me to my seat. Across the aisle sat a middle-aged Filipino nervously
counting her rosary beads. Seated next to me was a Marine sergeant who appeared
amused by the Filipino.
"Say a prayer for me, lady," he said to the woman. "Maybe it will keep me
from catching any diseases in the Philippines. Boy, I sure hope we don't have to
rely on a prayer to keep this bird in the air. What's up, corporal?" he continued,
slapping me on the back. "I'm Neil Tiber from Colorado."
"I'm Corporal Greg Green, Sergeant Tiber," I said while shaking his hand.
"Cut out the formality crap, we're on leave," he said. "Just call me Tiber.
Hey, could you move your head back a bit? The plane's getting ready to take off and
I want to look out the window."
I moved my head back as the plane started building up speed. Soo~ we were






















"Say goodbye to Kadena, Greg," said Tiber. "You're free for awhile. God, I
hate that island. The people are unfriendly and the women are as ugly as sin. The
Philippines is different though. The people there all love Americans, especially the
women in Angeles City. You know, they call Angeles City the Disneyland for
adults. Have you ever been there, Greg?"
''No, this is my first time," I answered. "I've been there six times myself,"
said Tiber. "The first two times I caught VD. Damn, my commanding officer
threatened to have me discharged if I ever caught VD again. So, then I got smart.
Instead of trying to find the most beautiful girl in Angeles City, I started looking for
an ugly one. I figured that this way I would get a girl for whom there wasn't much
demand and hasn't been exposed to many guys. Therefore, I dramatically cut down
on my chances of catching anything."
Tiber took a deep breath as a soft bell sounded. The pilot had just switched on
the "smoking" light.
"Great, I need a cigarette to calm me down," said Tiber. ''1 can hardly wait for
\
this bird to land. You know what's funny, Greg? I think someone once told me that
there are over 5,000 bargirls working in Angeles City, more than enough for every
guy the,re. Yet I've gotten into fist fights over a pretty girl. But now that I only buy
ugly women, nobody gives me any problems. You should really get an ugly woman






















''Well, my purpose for going to the Philippines is to visit my grandparents,
not to fool around in Angeles City," I said.
"You're Filipino?" Tiber asked with surprise.
"Just half," I answered. "My mother was Filipino."
''Well, that's all right, as long as we wear the same uniform. So, you're going
to visit your grandparents?"
"Yes," I answered. "That is, if they're still alive."
"You mean you don't even know if they're alive?" Tiber asked. "That gives
you even more reasons to stay in Angeles City. I can guarantee to you that the girls
there are very much alive. When are you leaving to visit your grandparents?"
"I plan on spending tonight in Angeles City and then leaving for their village
tomorrow morning," I answered.
"I'll tell you what, Greg," said Tiber. "Since you don't know your way around
Angeles City, why don't you tag along with me tonight. We'll go to Ace'
s, my favorite bar, get a couple girls, do a little bar-hopping, and then take the
girls back to Ace's - they have rooms there - and have some fun with them. How
does that sound?"
"Good," I answered. "I'll have a few beers with you, but I'm not sure if I want





















"Oh, you have to get a woman," he said. "The women in the Philippines just
love American's. Just make sure you get an ugly one. Stick with me, I'll showyou
the ropes."
I nodded my head and Tiber leaned his seat back to sleep. After half an hour
he was awake again.
"Damn Greg, I can hardly wait," he said. "Fortunately, we should be on the
ground in just about fifteen minutes, and then it's fifteen days of paradise."
Sure enough, after fifteen minutes the plane touched down on Clark Air
Force Base's runway, and an hour later we were exiting Clark's main gate where we
were immediately approached by a group of about eight lepers, begging.
"Don't pay any attention to them," Tiber said. "They don't exist. Look,
there's Ace's."
Tiber quickened his pace, almost forcing me to break into a run. However,
Tiber's sprint to Ace's was temporarily blocked by a middle-aged woman dressed in
a tattered and soiled red dress. In her thin arms she held a small child wearing just
a blue T-shirt.
"Is there anything I can do for you boys?" she asked with a soft voice and an
attempt at a wink.























As Tiber continued on his way toward Ace's, the woman pointed a frail finger
to the child's mouth and outstretched her arm with the palm of her hand up. I
reached into my pocket to find a couple of dollars for her to feed her child.
"Don't do that!" Tiber ordered. "You're going to need all the money you
have for beer and women. Ignore her, she's all used up."
I returned the money to my pocket and followed Tiber to Ace's.
"Oorah!" shouted a teenaged Filipino sitting on a bench in front of a small
building. Above her head was small sign that read:
Welcome to Ace's!
We're Angeles City's No.1 Bar Because:
A. We Have the Prettiest Girls in Angeles City
B. Our Barfines are the Lowest in Angeles City
C. Our Girls Receive Check-ups Every Week
D. Free Popcorn.
"Marine never take shower. Marine never wear underwear," the Filipino
continued. "My name's Ruby. Come inside so you can have a few beers and a lot of
fun. "
Tiber and I entered Ace's and took seats next to the jukebox. Ruby walked up
to the bar and banged loudly on the counter.
"Hey, wake up Ace!" ordered Ruby. "We have a couple customers who need





















Up from behind the bar stood a short and slightly overweight Filipino in his
early thirties. His shoulder length hair was jet black and uncombed. He wiped the
..







"Hello friends," he said. ''My name is Ace Kikmo, owner and proprietor of
"
,
Ace's. And may I ask what your names... Wait a minute! Is that you Tiber?"
"Of course it is," answered Tiber. "I'm surprised that it took you so long to
recognize me. This is Greg Green, my new friend."
"Well, any friend of Neil Tiber is a friend of mine," said Ace as he neared out'
table. "Here's two ice-cold San Miguels."
Ace set the beers on the table, shook our hands, and took a seat next to me.
From his chin grew a slight wasp of black hair that nearly reached the collar of his
Mickey Mouse T-shirt. He glanced at our uniforms and seabags.
"You guys just arrived, right?" he asked. "Why don't you take two of my
girls and stay here. Tiber, did you get a good look at Ruby outside?"
"Yea, she's hideous," Tiber answered. "She'll do just fine."
"Great!" exclaimed Ace. ''We advertise that we have the prettiest girls in
Angeles City but, for your sake, we have to employ at least one ugly girl. But you
know, you really don't have to worry anymore about getting a pretty girl. Our girls
get check-ups every Friday."
"Yes, but if a girl receives a check-up on Friday afternoon, what is to prevent





















"The customer is always right," responded Ace. "Well, why don't you get out
of that uniform, take a shower, and then relax in Ruby's room."
"That's the smartest thing I've heard anyone say all day," said Tiber as he
stood up. "Ace, Greg here isn't sure if he wants a girl. Why don't you talk some.
sense into him."
Having said this, Tiber disappeared and Ace brought me another San Miguel.
''You know, I have many beautiful girls here," he said. "You should at least
take a look."
''Well, I'll be leaving Angeles City tomorrow to visit my grandparents who
live near Cabanatuan City," I said. ''I haven't seen them since I was just a baby/'
''You mean to say that you are Filipino?" he asked with widening eyes.
"Actually, I am only half-Filipino," I answered. "My father was in the Air
Force and he met my mother in 1963 while she was working as a waitress here in
Angeles City/'
"Greg, I think I have the perfect proposal for you," he said, baring his gold-
capped tooth in a wide smile. "My proposal has four parts. Letter A, I can let you
stay here at Ace's tonight for free. Letter B, you can sleep with Lena. She's also half-
Filipino and her father was probably in the Air Force, just like your father. Letter C,
since you're half-Filipino, I will only charge you half-price for Lena. And letter D,
since you're not familiar with Cabanatuan City and the directions to your





















''Is she familiar with the area?" I asked.
IIOf course," he answered. IIShe's a Filipino. I will go get her so that you to
can talk."
Ace left and returned five minutes later with Lena. She was several inches
taller than the average Filipino and had dark brown hair that reached to the middle
of her back. Her arms were crossed before her blue blouse as she shyly made her way
to my table.
"Hi, my name's Noah Gregario Green," I said as Lena took a seat across from
me. IIBut everyone calls me Greg."
IIHello, my name's Galena Madel, but everyone calls me Lena." she said as
she extended her right arm to shake my hand. IIAce told me that you are half-
Filipino and that you are leaving Angeles City tomorrow to visit your grandparents.
I am very familiar with the area surrounding Cabanatuan. Perhaps I can show you
the way."
"I don't think that that's such a good idea." I said. IIWhat would my
grandparents think if they knew I was traveling with a bargirl?"
"Greg, in Angeles City I'm a bargirl," she answered. IIOutside of this city I can
be anything." "I can be a college student, ~ pen pal, or even a salesgirl. Anything!"
IIYou don't think they'll suspect anything?" I asked.
IIOf course not," she answered. IIThey live in the province. They don't know























you because you don't know the way and you need someone to lead you there,
right?"
She was right. I wasn't exactly sure how to get to my grandparents' village.
Even if I had known the way, I still was a little uncertain about the soundness of
traveling alone in a strange country. On the other hand, was it a sound decision to
put my life in the hands of a bargir1? For all I knew she could have been more
dangerous than any criminal or guerrilla that I could have encountered on my
journey.
"1'11have to think it over for awhile," I said. IIBut I would like to stay here
tonight."
"With me?" she asked with a hint of a smile.
'Well, let's go to my room so that you can get out of your uniform and rest
awhile," she said. ''I'll even give you a massage. You'd like that, right?"
"Hfeah, sure," I answered. "But let me talk to Ace first."
IIAll right, my room's the second on the right," she said as she got up to leave.
I walked up to the bar. Ace was seated behind it with a big grin on his face.
The light from the jukebox reflected off his gold-capped front tooth.
'Well, are you going to take her?" asked Ace, still grinning.
l






















"Well, I can understand that," he said. ''You really don't know Lena that well
yet and it's too early to tell if you can trust her or not. But, believe me, Greg. I
assure you that she will get you to your destination and back without any problems.
Don't worry!"
"I'll think about it," I said. "How much will tonight cost me?"
"I said I would only charge you half-price since you're half-Filipino, so that
would be $15," he answered.
I pulled out my wallet and handed him three $5 bills and, still grinning, he
placed them in his pocket.
''Now, go relax for a couple of hours," he ordered.
I turned away from the bar and headed for the second door on the right. As I
began to turn the knob, I heard the door directly across the hall open. I turned
around and saw Tiber standing there with a towel wrapped around his waist.
"Why are you still in your uniform?" he asked. "Get cleaned up and put on
some civies so that we can go to the Human Zoo."
"I'd really like to relax for awhile," I answered.
"Well, I'll tell you what," he said. "We're going to leave in about half an
hour. If you want to go to the Human Zoo, just meet us there after you feel rested.




















"Great!" he exclaimed. "We'll save a couple of seats for you two. How does
that sound?"
"That sounds good," I answered. "I'll see you there."
Tiber then shut his door once again, and I turned the knob on the second.























Lena and I were thoroughly frisked for weapons at the entrance of the
Human Zoo. After being found unarmed, I paid the admission fee and we walked
inside.
''Hey, Greg! Come up here!" Tiber immediately yelled from the balcony as
we walked through the doorway.
We walked up the stairs and made our way to Tiber's table. Seated beside
him was Ruby.
"Take a seat," said Tiber. "I guess you decided not to take my advice."
''What advice was that?" I asked.
"I thought I told you to find an ugly woman," he answered. "That one you're
with is much too beautiful. Take a look at my girl here. Ghastly, isn't she?"
Ruby looked up and smiled. She was missing a front tooth and the others






















"1 think her glasses kind of enhance her ugliness," Tiber said. ''I'm sure
thankful I left my pair on Okinqwa. Well, at least you'll get your $10 worth
tonight."
''What do you mean by $10?" I asked.
''The $10 bar fine that you had to pay for Lena," he answered.
"Ace charged me $15 dollars and he said that that was half-price," I said with
disgust.
"Welcome to Angeles City," he said with a laugh.
As Tiber picked up his glass to take a drink, I felt a gentle tap on my shoulder.
I turned around and there stood a little girl with a bunch of yellow tulips in her
hands.
"Mister, would you like to buy a flower for your lady?" she asked with a soft,
shy voice.
"Let me buy them, Greg," said Tiber as he pulled out his wallet. He handed
the little girl some pesos and gave Lena and Ruby two tulips apiece. He then gave
the little girl a kiss on the cheek and told her she should leave immediately because
the show was going to begin in just a few minutes.
Indeed, several minutes later the show did begin as twelve Filipinos with
various musical.instruments took the stage and began playing "Sweet Sixteen".
They were followed by four very young Filipinos in pink bikinis who proceeded to





















When the band was finished playing "Sweet Sixteen", the four Filipinos left
the stage, and another disrobed Filipino walked onto the stage with a large metal
basin. She set the basin down on the stage and placed herself inside it. As the band
!
commenced playing the Sam Miguel beer theme song, members of the audience
below us began shaking their beer bottles and, one by one, showered the Filipino
with beer.
As the evening progressed, the acts became more and more lewd, and there
was always someone there to make sure that no one was sitting with an empty glass.
When the finaJe at last arrived, I wasn't sure if what I saw was for real, or if
the alcohol greatly distorted the reality. The whole place became pitch dark and the
bands' music was replaced by music that seemed straight out of sci-fi movie.
All of the sudden a ring of colored lights appeared high above the stage. The
ring of lights then began slowly turning and descending to the stage. When it
finally landed on the stage I could tell that it was some type of spaceship.
Lena tightly held my arm as one door of the spaceship slowly opened and a
bright beam of red light was emitted from inside. Suddenly, figures began
disembarking from the spaceship. The bodies of these figures were definitely nude
and human females, but the heads were not human at all. There were heads of
monkeys, heads of ,tigers, heads of pigs, and heads of other animals. All in all,






















After about two minutes the figures boarded the spaceship which then
ascended to its original position in the ceiling. The sci-fi music then stopped and
the stage was once again fully lit.
''Well, that's the end of the show," Tiber said as he stood up to leave. ''What
did you think of it, Greg?"
"I'm not exactly sure what to think about it," I answered.
"Ah, this is nothing," he said. "You should go to Olongapo City sometime.
That city makes Angeles City look like the Vatican. I went to a freak show there
once. Boy, was that something. There was this naked Filipino locked up in a cage
and I guess they had starved her for awhile. Anyway, this guy walked up to her cage
carrying a little chick, a knife, ,and a glass. He decapitated the chick and slowly
drained the blood into the glass. Then he handed the decapitated chick to her and
she proceeded to eat it - feet, bones, and feathers. After eating this, she washed
down her meal with the glass of blood."
''You must be making this all up," I said.
'Would I lie to you?" He asked. "You know Marines don't lie, cheat, or steal.
It's a strange world."
The four of us boarded a jeepney, one of those gaudily decorated mini-buses
converted from 'old Army jeeps, and returned to Ace's. When we arrived at Ace's,





















snoring and there were empty SalQlMiguel bottles scattered on the tables, the floor,
and the jukebox.
''It looks as if they had quite a party here earlier tonight," said Tiber. "Well,
I'm going to turn in. I'll see you sometime before you head off for Cabanatuan
.
City."
''Thanks for the warning," I said while following Lena to her room.
Once inside the room, Lena turned on the small lamp beside her bed and
then put her delicate arms around my waist.
"Have you decided whether or not you are going to take me with you
tomorrow?" she asked, her dark brown eyes begging for an answer.
I shook my head slowly.
"Well, I think in the morning your mind will be made up," she said with a
wink. "Now go take a shower. You smell like cigarette smoke."
I got undressed and stepped into the shower. The water at first felt like ice
and took several minutes before the water was warm enough to stand under.
Before long I realized that I forgot my soap.
"Lena!" I yelled from behind the shower curtain. "Could you please hand me
a bar of soap?"
I placed my hand under the shower head and let the water run down my face.
The sights of the Human Zoo were still clear in my mind. I couldn't have imagined





















Suddenly, I felt something touch my stomach. Startled, I quickly looked
down and saw a pair of small hands. I turned around and saw Lena standing there
with a mischievous smile.






















The slam of the door rudely put an end to my sleep. I opened my eyes and
above me stood a little girl, probably no more than three years old. her hair was
kinky and her skin was very dark.
"Moo," said the little girl.'
I nudged Lena to wake her up, but she remained sound asleep.
"Moo, moo, moo!" repeated the girl in a demanding tone.
Once again I nudged Lena.
"What's the problem, Greg?" she asked while rolling toward me.
''This little girl just walked in and now she's making sounds like a cow," I
answered.
"Oh, she is only Ruby's daughter," said Lena. "Give her a few pesos so that
she can buy some milk at the store across the alley."
I gave the. girl twenty pesos and then made my way to the shower. I must






















or how much soap I used, I didn't feel clean. Finally, I dried myself off and got
dressed.
"You must be a very rich man," Lena said as I stepped out of the bathroom.
"What makes you say that?" I asked.
"You can afford to wear clean clothes everyday," she answered.
"Lena, I have to deliver that package for a friend of mine," I said. "It
shouldn't take more than an hour. When I come back we will set out for
Cabanatuan City. Please be ready."
"I knew you would have to take me along," she said with a smile of victory.
I left Ace's and walked down Fields Avenue. The avenue was greatly
potholed, dusty, and quiet in comparison with the prior evening. There were some
older women sitting in front of a small market, occasionally waving the flies from
the fish they were selling. Others were attempting to exchange their pesos for
dollars for the blackmarket rate, but, besides them, I didn't meet anyone else until I
was approached by the middle-aged woman dressed in red and her small child. Her
eyes were extremely bloodshot and her face gaunt. She pointed a thin and frail
finger to the child's lips and then brought her hand down before her with the palm
toward the sky. I reached into my pocket and handed her fifty pesos which she
slowly took and placed into her tattered bag. She then crossed the avenue and





















I continued on my way to deliver the marriage paperwork to Nora. I was to
go to a bar called the Gold Coast where there was supposed to be someone who
would lead me to her place. After passing a dozen or so bars, I finally found the
Gold Coast. I walked up a flight of stairs to get to the bar, which was empty except
for two old Aussies drinking Sam Miguels on the balcony.
''I'm looking for a girl named Nora," I said to the Filipino behind the counter.
"She's with a customer right now," she said. "Can I take a message for you?"
"No, no message," I answered. "Could you just see that she gets this package.
There's some important papers in it."
I handed the package to her and left the bar.
On my way back to Ace's I again saw the woman in the tattered red dress with
her child sitting on the sidewalk. She was feeding her some type of noodles, every
now and then putting a bottle of Coke to her lips. As I approached them she looked
up at me, wiped a tear from her eyes, and then continued feeding her child. I
hastened my pace, not wanting to share their pain or disgrace.
When I entered Ace's I saw Ace sitting with his head between his knees.
After hearing my footsteps, he slowly raised his head, rubbed his eyes, and
attempted a smile.
"Greg, good morning," he said with a hoarse voice. ''We really had quite a






















"How much will this tour guide cost me? I asked.
"Well, that depends," he answered. "How many days will be gone?"
"Probably three," I answered.
'Three days. Let's see, that's six twelve hour periods. So at 300 pesos per
.00 "pen ...
''Wait, Lena said you overcharged me last night," I said. According to her it's
only 200 pesos for twelve hours."
"All right. We can do that," he responded. "So that will be 1200 pesos, or
sixty dollars."
I took out my wallet, handed Ace sixty dollars, and went to Lena's room to get
her ready. She was still lying on the bed wearing nothing but blue panties.
''Wake up, it's time to go," I said as I tapped her shoulder. ''You'll have to
pack enough for three days. I'll be ready to go in half an hour."
I started packing my seabag and Lena got up to take a shower. For the first
time I noticed several drawings hanging on the walls of her room, all drawn with
colored pencils. There were drawings of birds, trees, and other nature scenes. One
drawing that especially caught my eye was that of a rainbow floating above a large
mountain covered with dark green vegetation.
"Did you draw all of these?" I asked Lena as she stepped out of the shower.





















"What is this drawing of?" I asked, pointing to the rainbow and the
mountain.
"That's Mount Arayat," she answered. "I'm sure you've seen it already.
We'll get a better view of it when we pass it on our way to Cabanatuan City."
"Did you actually see a rainbow over Mount Arayat?" I asked.
''No, not yet," she answered. ''This image came to me one night in a dream,
but I really would like to see it while awake. Perhaps we'll see it together on the way
to Cabanatuan City. This is the rainy season, you know."
'1 really hate to pack my uniform in this seabag," I said as I continued
packing. '1t's bound to get all wrinkled."
"Just leave your uniform ':lnd anything else you don't need for the trip in my
closet," she said. "You can pick up everything when we return."
As soon as Lena finished dressing and packing we left for the main gate of
Clark Air Force Base and boarded a jeepney, that ever-present mode of
transportation in the Philippines which is gaudily decorated with bright colors,
chrome, and tassels.
This jeepney took us to downtown Angeles City, where we caught another
jeepney to San Fernando. In San Fernando we boarded the Arayat Express, a rickety
bus that makes the trip from San Fernando to Cabanatuan City.
During the three hour journey to Cabanatuan City we made stops in what





















Here we got a close look at Mount Arayat, but, since it was raining again, we saw no
rainbow there as Lena suggested we might.
When we finally arrived in Cabanatuan City I was hungry, tired, and sore
from the bumpy ride. We ate an early dinner at a place called Yum Yum's fast food
which served food that was far from yummy. The mangy dog sitting next to our
table didn't help matters much. Lena joked that it was tomorrow's special.
Having finished dinner, we checked into La Parilla 1900, the best hotel in the






















After a quick breakfast of pansit, a noodle dish with small bits of pork, at Yum
Yum's fast food, Lena and I walked to the jeepney depot. We passed a long string of
jeepneys bound for strange sounding places such as Talavera and Guimba before we
finally reached one destined for my grandparents' village.
"When will this jeepney leave?" Lena asked the driver.
'When I get enough passengers," he answered after raising his cap from his
eyes. "That will take about half an hour."
"Come, follow me," Lena ordered, grabbing my wrist. 'We have to go
shopping."
Zig-zagging around the mud puddles, Lena dragged me across the street and
into an .open market.
'Where do they sell barongs?" she asked a young salesgirl.





















Still holding onto my wrist, Lena proceeded to pull me five stands further.
As we approached this stand I could see some long-sleeved shirts with delicate
embroidery hanging from the ceiling.
"You'll need to wear one of these when you visit your grandparents," she
said.
''What are they?" I asked.
'These are called barongs," she answered.
l'They're the national dress formen in the Philippines. Your grandparents
will be impressed. Here, tryon this one.'1
She handed me a white barong and I tried it on. It seemed to fit all right, so I
started to stuff it into my trousers.
l'Wait," Lena said. "You're supposed to wear it outside over your trousers. It
fits just right. Pay the salesgirl and let's get back to the jeepney before it leaves.'1
I paid for the barong and Lena once again grabbed my wrist and pulled me all
the way back to the jeepney.
We boarded the jeepney and I sat beside an old woman who was holding two
chickens bound together at the feet with twine.
"Gusto kong barong mo," said the old woman with a smile.
"She said that she likes your barong," Lena said, translating the woman's
words. "I told you it would impress people.'1





















Several jeepneys down I heard a teenaged boy shouting "Money, money,
money!" As he neared our jeepney I could see that he was carrying a small basket
filled with peanuts.
"Lena, why is he begging for money when he has a whole basket of peanuts
he could sell?" I asked.
"Greg!" said Lena with a laugh. "He isn't saying money. He is saying mani,.
Mani is Tagalog for peanuts."
Lena explained my error to the old woman and the woman's toothless smile
once again appeared on her wrinkled face.
We sat on the jeepney for about fifteen minutes until the driver felt he had
enough passengers to make the trip worth his while. Besides Lena, the old woman,
and me, the jeepney now held a middle-aged man with a caged fighting cock, a
group of four older women, each with a large bag of rice, and a young woman
dressed in a white blouse and a green skirt.
Soon the jeepney was outside of Cabanatuan City and was driving past miles
of rice paddies, stopping occasionally for a passenger to alight or to board. Suddenly
the jeepney was bombarded with water from all sides. The old woman shouted at
me and pointed at the windows. Apparently she wanted me to roll down the plastic
sheets that served as windows on my side while the man with the fighting cock





















soaked from head to toe. My white barong was now muddy and wet from water that
must have been thrown from the rice paddies.
"So much for impressing my grandparents with a brand new, white barong." I
said turning to Lena. "What the hell was that?'
Lena only shrugged her shoulders and brushed her hair.
Excuse me for interrupting, sir," said the young woman in the white blouse
and green skirt. "Today is St. John the Baptist Day and it is a tradition here to throw
water on passing vehicles. Congratulations! You have just been baptized."
''Why didn't you tell me it was St. John the Baptist Day?" I asked Lena with
anger in my voice. ''What am I paying you for? Now I'll have to change before I see
my grandparents."
Lena briefly glanced up at me and then turned away. It was a quick glance, but
there was no mistaking the hurt in her eyes.
"Excuse me for interrupting again," said the woman. "May I ask you what
your destination is?"
I opened my bag and took out a map I had brought from the intelligence
office. After unfolding it I pointed to my grandparents' village.
"This is where we are going," I said. "I was born here and now I am returning
1





















"What a coincidence!" she exclaimed. "I just recently b~n teaching grade
school there. What are your grandparents' names? It's a small village and I'm sure
that I would know them."
"Gregario and Wilma Manol," I answered.
"Well, I've only been teaching there for a few days, so I haven't met everyone
yet," she said. And then, changing the subject, "By the way, my name is Portia. My
mother is also a teacher and her class was reading Shakespear's Merchant gJ,Venice
while she was pregnant with me."
"I'm Noah Green," I said. "And this is Lena, a friend of mine from Angeles
City. I brought her along to help me get to my grandparents without any problems.
You can see how well of a job she's done so far. I'm tempted to drop her off at the
next stop and continue on by myself."
''You shouldn't be so hard on her, Noah," Portia said. 'This custom isn't
practiced everywhere in the Philippines. Besides, I live here and I completely forgot
that it's St. John the Baptist Day."
"I'll think about forgiving her then," I said. "Portia, are you sure you don't
know my grandparents?"
"I've never met anyone there with the name Manol before," she answered.
"But, if you get off at my stop with me, I can take you to Old Andy's place. He
knows everyone in the province and if your grandparents live there, he'll know





















l'Yes, we'll come," I answered. ''Just lead the way and we'll follow."
The jeepney stopped next to a row of nipa huts and Portia, Lena and I got off.
Immediately I sensed the peacefulness and serenity of the village. The only noise I
could hear was the laughter of children, birds singing, and the faint rippling of a'
river in the distance.
As P~rtia led us down the dirt road, I began to notice a large group of children
shyly following us. The group continued to grow larger and larger until there was
about fifty children in all.
l'What's going on?" I asked Portia.
II
IThey're just curios," she answered. "Most of them have never seen an
American in person before. You're a celebrity!"
We met an old woman leading a water buffalo as we crossed a small brick
bridge above a tiny stream. She was smoking a long and slender cigar and was
mumbling to herself. I greeted her but she stared straight ahead, still mumbling.
"She's not very friendly," I said.
l'Don't worry, Noah," said Portia. IlJ'here are a lot of nice people around here.
Look, here's Old Andy's place/'
Lena and I followed Portia as she opened the gate to the bamboo fence and
walked to the door of Old Andy's hut. She knocked gently on the door and we were
greeted by an elderly woman. Portia explained who I was and then the woman





















''Noah! My God, it's you!" cried Old Andy as he peeped his head out from
behind the door. "We thougNyou had long forgotten about all of us here. It's been
a very long time since I've seen my godson."
"What do you mean by godson?" I asked, puzzled.
"What do I mean by godson?" Old Andy repeated, raising his voice. '1 was a
sponsor at YO\lrbaptism. You don't even know who I am?"
''No, I'm sorry," I answered. 'Portia brought us here because she thought you
could lead us to Gregario Manol's place. Do you know him?"
"Of course I know him," answered Old Andy. "He's my brother-in-law. He
told me he'd be fishing most of today. If you like, I can take you to him, even
though you've forgotten all about me. I think it's best that the girls do not come
along with us. My wife can take them to meet your grandmother after she finishes a
few chores around here."
"I'm afraid I can't go with them since I have to get to the school," said Portia.
'1'm late already. Remember, Noah. Stop by the school and meet the children
before you leave our village."
"1'11make sure I do that," I said as she exited through the bamboo gate and
continued down the dirt road with the children following.
"Are we ready?" asked Old Andy as he put his hand on my shoulder.






















We bid farewell to Old Andy's wife and Lena and headed down the dirt road
toward the river. After about fifty yards Andy gave out a yell and started stomping
on the ground. When he finally stopped stomping he raised his foot to reveal the
head of a small snake. "Poisonous" was all that he said and we continued on our
way toward the river.
''Would you like to see a cockfight before you meet your grandfather?" Old
Andy asked.
''1 don't think so," I answered. "1 really should see him first."
"Noah, you haven't seen your grandfather for twenty years," he said. "Is it
really going to make a difference if you delay your meeting for just a few minutes?"
''1 suppose not," I answe.red.
"Good," he said. "I'm sure you'll enjoy the cockfight."
Old Andy led me to an open field in which a large group of men were
standing in a circle. We stepped into the crowd and I could see a man standing in
the center with his arms outstretched.
"Hello, how are you doing, Andy?" asked an old man in the crowd. ''Who's
your companion?"
"This is Gregario's grandson," answered Old Andy. "He just arrived for a
visit."
"That's nice," said the old man. "But I advise you not to stay here too long.





















Having said this the old man once again turned his attention to the man with
outstretched arms.
"What is that man with the outstretched arms doing?" I asked Old Andy.
"He's what we call the kristo," he answered. "He takes all of the bets from the
gamblers."
"But he doesn't record the bets on paper," I said. "What keeps the gamblers
from reneging on their bets?"
"Don't worry, Noah," he said. "The kristo remembers the amount wagered
by every gambler and the cock he wagered on, even if there's a hundred gamblers."
In the center. on the ring walked two men, one carrying a red rooster in his
arms, and the other a white.
"Those are the owners of the fighting cocks," said Old Andy with excitement.
"Noah, can you see the pointed spurs tied onto the right legs of the cocks? Those are
what they use to fight with. Every kick is capable of killing or maiming. Look, the
owners are teasing their roosters now."
As the cocks were drawn closer together their neck feathers began to ruffle
and the crowd became very restless. Old Andy tightly squeezed my forearm.
All of the sudden the owners released their fighting cocks. At first they only
circled one another, sizing each other up. Then the kicking began. Soon, the crowd
was savagely and furiously yelling at the first sight of blood running off the feathers





















"Look, the red one's going to win," said Old Andy with great excitement.
Then the white rooster fell to the ground, blood oozing from its many
wounds. The crowd was whipped into a frenzy.
"Is it over?" I asked Old Andy.
.
.
"Not yet," he answered. "Before the red rooster is declared the winner he
. .
must peck his dead opponent three times." The red rooster approached the lifeless
carcass of the white rooster and pecked once. The crowd roared. Then it lowered its
head and pecked for a second time. The crowd roared louder. Then, before it could
peck for the third and final time, it too staggered and fell dead to the ground. The
crowd grew silent.
"That happens sometimes," softly said Old Andy. "Come, let's go find your
grandfather."
We left the crowd and once again set off on the dirt road. With every step we
took the roar of the river grew louder. Finally, I could actually see the Casanova
river. It was very muddy and not at all wide.
"Your grandfather is over there," said Old Andy as he pointed to a group of
four men sitting under a tree. "He is the one wearing blue jeans and a blue T-shirt."
As we neared the four men they all turned their heads toward us. Then
grandfather stood' up.






















Grandfather stared into my eyes but remained silent. His face was greatly
cracked and wrinkled, testimony of the many years he has spent working under the
sun. At the ends of his sinewy arms were a pair of gnarled hands.
"If you are staying for dinner tonight grab a pole and help us fish," he said to
me as he lowered himself back to his seat.
Grandfather then faced ahead to the river and continued fishing. After
several moments had passed, Old Andy, sensing my uneasiness, broke the silence.
"Noah, let me introduce you to the others," he said. "Seated to your
grandfather's right is Juan. Seated to your grandfather's left is Jaime, and to his left
is Pedro. They are farmers just like your grandfather and me."
last .
"What is your fHst name, Noah?" asked Jaime after we had all exchanged
greetings.
"Green," I answered.
"Green. Ah, that's a very colorful name," Jaime said with a grin.
''Well, it used to be Groen, but my father's family Anglicized our name when
they came to America," I said.
"Yes, I guess we all have to adjust to changes," said Pedro.
"How would you say my last name in Tagalog?" I asked.
"Berde," answered Juan.
''No, that's not right," said grandfather.





















"Noah, your grandfather is a very stubborn man," said Old Andy. "He insists
on using near obsolete words."
"It's not stubbornness that I possess, but a desire for correctness," grandfather
maintained. "Tell me, why should we use berde and asul when we have the words
luntlan and bughaw in our own language? If I call the color of the leaves on that
tree berde, does it make those leaves more green than if I use the word luntian?
And if I call the color of the sky asul, does it make the sky more blue than if I use the
word bughaw?"
"No, I suppose what you call a color doesn't affect the degree of the greenness
or blueness," answered Old Andy. "But I think more people will understand you if
you use the Spanish terms."
.
"People have never understood me," grandfather said. "And I don't
understand Filipinos. Why were we so reluctant to preserve our own culture and
language? Why did we let the Spanish and Americans influence us so instead of
resisting them like we did against the Japanese? Did we really believe that the white
man was that much superior to us?"
No one responded to grandfather. Instead, they remained silent and
continued fishing.
'Pfry this pole," said Old Andy. "See if you can catch a mudfish."
"What's a mud fish?" I asked.





















I cast the line into the river and watched the concentric circles formed by the
infiltration of the bait into the water.
I
"Noah, you probably don't know about this, but I wasn't always a farmer,"
A.
grandfather said. "Before World War II I was a lawyer just starting to get involved
in politics. Who knows? If I had stayed in politics maybe I'd even be the governor
of this province now. However, the war came, and, like many others from this
province, I joined the guerrillas and fought the Japanese for four years. It was a
rough life being a guerrilla. There was little food so we were always hungry.
Sometimes we would go for days without eating. And, with inadequate weapons
and insufficient supplies for ammunition, we suffered heavy casualties.
But, some good, at least for me, came out of that war. On Christmas Day in
1944, our unit took a break from the war to celebrate just a little. For the past month
we had had many encounters with the Japanese and many sleepless nights. We
desperately needed to relax and we thought Christmas would be a perfect
opportunity for that.
The women of a nearby village, bless their hearts, roasted a pig and served it
to us with a variety of fruits and vegetables. I'll never know where they got all the
food or how they could have afforded to give it away.
After eating, everyone was kind of sleepy and somewhat lifeless. The first
gunshot brought us all back to life again. A Japanese platoon had discovered our





















Suddenly, I felt a sharp sting in my stomach. I looked down and saw the wet, red
~~ood oozing from the wound. Despite the pain, I continued shooting for about five
minutes longer until the enemy was repelled. Feeling weak and dizzy, I collapsed
I
unconscious to the ground.
When I regained consciousness there was this young woman standing beside
my cot. Oh, she was so beautiful and spirited. I thought the Japanese had done me
in and that this was heaven, and now an angel was greeting me.
Well, anyway, I was alive but in very serious condition. However, this angel
was always at my side to nurse me back to health with her words of encouragement
and witty stories. I don't think I would have made it without her.
When it was apparent that I would pull through, she began sharing her
problems with me. She was the daughter of a landlord who owned a large hacienda
in the province of Pangasinan, just a bit north of here. It seems that her father was
murdered and his land stolen by another landlord who was collaborating with the
Japanese. I told her that I was a lawyer and that I would try to get her father's land
back after the war.
As soon as my wound had healed enough for me to move freely about, I
proposed to this angel, and, after a small and simple wedding ceremony, I returned
to my guerrilla unit.
Several months later we were victorious over the enemy and I returned to





















there. Wilma was very happy butl felt very uncomfortable in my new role. I
developed a distaste for my practice and the politics that went along with it. Deep
down I realized that all the senseless carnage, genocide, starvation, and spilt blood
during the war was the result of politics. I began to envy the men who fought under
my command. They returned to the land to sow and harvest in the peaceful
countryside just as they had before the war. There was something pure and decent
about this type of life that lured me away from the city and my practice.
Of course, your grandmother didn't share my enthusiasm. Afterall, she
suffered much during the war and she had h~ped that her marriage to a lawyer
would mean the return of comfort and luxuries. To make matters worse, she was
pregnant and she didn't want her child to be a peasant for the rest of its life.
Eventually, my desire won out over reason, and we sold our home in
Cabanatuan City and bought our little plot of land here. I quickly learned the ropes
in the planting of rice and soon I was elected as capitan of the village. That's like a
mayor. I loved, and still love, the slow pace and tranquility of this village.
However, your grandmother hated, and still hates, this place. She never
associated with the womenfolk here and when Nilla, your mother, was four, she
raised her differently that the other children of the village were raised. Why, when






















Finally, your grandmother realized that neither her nor Nilla was going to
live an upper-class lifestyle on the money that a farmer makes. But she vowed that
she would find a way to have the type of life she wanted. When your mother
finished high school, your grandmother encouraged her to go to Angeles City to
find an American husband. She believed that if Nilla married an American, then
he would take care of Nilla in the U.S., and also send money back to us here.
Nilla was a very beautiful girl, just like her mother, so it didn't take long
before an American was attracted to her. After they had known each other for
several months, Nilla brought him home and we threw one of the biggest weddings
this village has ever seen. Your grandmother was the happiest I'd seen her in years.
After the wedding Nilla and your father returned to Angeles City to live.
Nilla, now pregnant, came back home a few months later when your father was
temporarily assigned to Vietnam. You know, he was in avionics or something like
that.
Then you were born, Noah. Your grandmother was ecstatic. With your birth
her plan was fulfilled. She believed that you, sharing both our blood and your
father's blood, would be the source of her relief.
Then, without warning, Dading struck. Your mother perished in the flood
waters and later your father took you back to the States with him. We never heard





















I have no ill feelings toward your father, Noah. I know he was deeply
.
saddened by your mother's death. Perhaps any memory of us only caused the pain
to recur. I only wish that things hadn't turned out the way they did. If I could do it
all over again, I never would have left my law practice. I should have accepted that
it was inevitable that outside forces would make it necessary for Filipinos to adjust
to new ways and leave the old ways behind. Why couldn't have Magellan stayed
home and left the Philippines be?"
Grandfather stopped talking and stared at the river. Everyone else remained
silent for what seemed like decades. Suddenly, grandfather deeply sighed and
turned his head.
"Noah, try casting your line a little more to the right," he said. "We'll catch
one more fish then we'll go home and have your grandmother cook them."
I cast my line to the right as grandfather had suggested. Within seconds I felt
a strong tug on the line, and, excitedly began reeling in the fish. Soon I could see the
fish on the surface of the water, and, after I had reeled it in close enough to the bank,
Jaime scooped it up in a net.
"That's the biggest mudfish we've caught all day!" grandfather declared. ''Now






















The sun was just beginning to set as we finally reached my grandparents' hut.
On the way back from the river we said goodbye to Old Andy, Jaime, and Juan as
each one returned to his own hut for dinner.
''1'11take the fish to the kitchen," grandfather said as we entered the hut.
"Just have a seat on the sofa."
Grandfather disappeared and I sat down. The small room was sparsely
furnished, but extremely clean and organized. The walls of the hut were
constructed of cinder blocks and the roof of thatched grass.
Grandfather returned from the kitchen and Lena was behind him. She had a
look of relief on her face.
'''Noah, you two sit and talk while I go out to see if I can find a place for Lena





















"You have to take me back to Angeles City right away," Lena whispered after
grandfather had left. "Your grandmother is possessed or something. She thinks I'm
your mother. She keeps calling me Nilla. You have to take me back now."
"Settle down," I said. "I'm sure she just called you by my mother's name by
accident."
"No, it's no accident," she said. "And she keeps asking about Vince. Who is
he?"
"That's my father's name," I answered.
"See, the woman just isn't right," she said. "I don't want to stay here one
second more."
"Be quiet!" I demanded. "I paid for you to bring me here and then to take me
back to Angeles City after two days. We leave when I'm ready, not when you're
ready. You're nothing but a bargirl and you should be thankful that I'm getting you
away from your whorehouse for a few days."
"Why do you talk to me like that?" she asked. "Do you think I enjoy working
as a bargirl. Ever since I was a little girl I dreamt about becoming a nurse when I
grew up. I wanted so much to help those with problems and to comfort the sick, but
there was no money for me to go to school. I never wanted the life I have now, but I
still have my dream, and to fulfill that dream I am willing to live through a
thousand nightmares."





















''I tried to earn a legitimate living." she answered. "When I was fourteen I
went to Manila to become a streetvendor. I sold hairbrushes, combs, sunglasses, key
rings, and bead necklaces at my little stand on the sidewalk, but most of my money
was stolen by the police."
"By the police?" I asked.
"Yes," she answered. "Occasionally, the police would come around to our
stands and tell us that streetvending was illegal in Metro-Manilla. They told us that
unless we gave them money to look the other way, we would be arrested. Once I
refused to pay money to them and they took me to the police station. I was put in a
cell overnight and was beaten. I was so afraid that I would be raped."
'TIid you ever make anY,formal complaint?" I asked.
''That would only be a waste of time," she answered. "All the police are
corrupt. Anyway, after that experience I gave up trying to make money legitimately
and came to Angeles City. Now I make more money and the police don't bother me
because even the city's top officials own bars that cater to you Americans."
"I think I would starve to death before I would sell myself," I said.
''Have you ever gone hungry?" she asked.
''No, never," I answered.
''I've been hungry many times," she said. "What I have now is not much of a





















"Listen, my grandfather will find somewhere else for you to stay tonight," I
said. "Tomorrow I'll visit the school like I promised Portia and then we'll go back
to Angeles City. Is that all right with you?"
"All right," she answered. ''I better go help your grandmother in the kitchen
now. "
Lena left to help in the kitchen and after several minutes grandfather
returned.
''Lena can stay at the capitan's home tonight, Noah," he said. ''They have a
real comfortable bed for her. Come, let's sit at the table."
We sat at the small table and Lena came out from the kitchen, followed by a
small and frail looking woman with snow white hair. Lena set a large bowl of rice
on the table and grandmother placed a plate of broiled mudfish beside it, her hands
shaking uncontrollably.
"Vince," she said, looking at me. "You look a little thin. You should eat a lot
tonight. I don't want a sickly son-in-law."
I looked at Lena and she looked back with an "I told you so" expression on
her face.
"Dip the fish into this saucer of vinegar, son," grandfather said. ''It will add
I
some nice flavor to it."
''You know, you are very lucky to be married to Nilla, Vince," said





















"Who's Gemma Cruz?" I asked.
"She was Miss International in 1964," answered grandfather. "She was very
beautiful.
"
~'Once your baby is born everything will be better for us," grandmother said to
Lena. "Your child will bring us relief from the hard work of farming this ground
which God has cursed. Everything is beginning to look better for us here. Why, I
even read that Senator Marcos has a good chance of being elected president next
year. Once he destroys corruption in our government, things will even be better."
Grandfather remained silent while grandmother spoke, occasionally wiping a
tear from his eyes.
"Say, why don't we go to Cabanatuan City tomorrow," grandmother said. "I
heard that there's a new Elvis Presley movi~ called "Viva, Las Vegas" being shown
there. I'm sure Vince would enjoy watching Ann Margaret dance. And while we're
in the city maybe we could stop by the Electrolux provincial office and ask for a
demonstration of their new refrigerator. An ad in the newspaper says that it runs
for less than twenty contavos worth of kerosene a day. No electricity necessary! Can
you believe that! No wonder Electrolux is the choice of families in the provinces."
"Vince and Nillahave to go back to the base early tomorrow morning,"
grandfather said, his eyes glaring into mine. "You'll have to go to Cabanatuan with





















"Are you sure you two have to leave tomorrow?" asked grandmother. "You
just got here."
"Yes," I answered. "I have to get back to work. We're going to Vietnam for a
week."
'Well, maybe Nilla should stay here with us while you're gone," she said.
"She really shouldn't be alone while she's pregnant."
"She'll be fine," grandfather said, reassuring her. 'There'll be no problem as
long as she eats well and gets plenty of rest. Speaking of rest, I should be taking
Nilla to the capitan's place to sleep now."
'Why isn't she sleeping here?" grandmother asked.
"Because she's pregnant and she shouldn't be sleeping on the floor,"
answered grandfather.
'Well, why isn't Vince leaving to sleep with her?" she asked.
"Because the capitan's guest bed is only big enough for one person," he
answered.
After grandmother had given Lena a kiss on the cheek, grandfather and Lena
left the hut and headed for the capitan's home.
''Vince, while I'm cleaning things up you can go outside and wash up before
you go to sleep," said grandmother. 'There's a basin of water and a bar of soap out





















I walked out onto the deck and found the basin of water and the bar of soap.
As I washed my face I noticed the bright stars above my head. For the first time,
while I was in the Philippines, the sky was free of clouds. For the first time, many






















The crowing of a rooster awoke me from my restless sleep. Grandmother .
prepared a breakfast of fish, rice, and a glass of warm water buffalo milk for me, and
then grandfather led me to Portia's school.
"I have some things to do this morning, Noah," he said. "I'll leave you here
and then I'll be back in about an hour or so with Lena and your bags."
Grandfather turned to leave as I entered the classroom. I was immediately
greeted by nearly thirty young and staring faces. Portia was at the front of the class
demonstrating a math problem. Above the blackboard was a large picture of
President Marcos and the First Lady, the sole decoration on the walls.
"Oh, boys and girls," said Portia. 'We have a special guest this morning. This
is Mr. Green from the United States. Say good morning class."
"Good morning, Mr. Green," they said, cheerfully.
"Mr. Green, we would like to give you a little performance this morning,"





















"Sfenna, would you like to dance for Mr. Green?" Portia asked a little girl
sitting in the back row as I sat down on a small bench.
The girl shyly nodded, stood up, and walked to the front of the classroom.
"S~enna is our best dancer," said Portia as she took a seat next to me. "She
especially likes Michael Jackson's music."
Portia placed a cassette into a tape recorder and soon Beat It began playing.
S~enna unfolded her arms from across her yellow blouse and started dancing. Some
of the children began whistling and others sang along. When the music ended she
again folded her arms and sheepishly returned to her seat.
"Annie, can you recite a poem for Mr. Green?" Portia asked.
"I would like to recite Cecil F. Alexander's All Things Bright and Beautiful,"
said Annie after she had reached the front of the classroom.
All things bright and beautiful,
All creatures great and small,
All things wise and wonderful,
The Lord God made them all.
Suddenly, an older boy of about fourteen or fifteen walked into the classroom
and took a seat on a bench in the back row. His dark and straight hair reached his
shoulders in the back and nearly covered his dark and almond-shaped eyes in the
front. There were holes in the knees of his trousers and in the elbows of his long-























The river running by,
The sunset, and the morning
That brightens up the sky
It was obvious by this time that the students were no longer listening to
Annie's recital. All eyes were on this mystery boy who had just joined the
classroom. He paid no attention to the stares and intently listened to Annie as if he
was scrutinizing her every word.
He gave us eyes to see them
And lips that we might tell
How great is God Almighty,
Who has made all things well.
"Thank you, Annie," said Portia. "That was very good."
'Who is the boy who just walked in?" I asked Portia.
"He calls himself Mom's Kaunt(Boy," she answered. "Kaunti is Tagalog for
'little'. He's only visited our classroom once before while I've been teaching here,
but the students say he usually comes once a month."
"Does he live here?" I asked.
'~o, they say he has no permanent address," she answered.
''Excuse me," said Mom's Kaunti Boy. ''But I believe Annie omitted a stanza.
May I be permitted to recite it for her?"
"You may," answered Portia.
Mom's Kaunti Boy walked to the front of the classroom where I noticed his
greatly calloused and bare feet. He pushed the hair from his eyes and began reciting.
The rich man in his castle,
The poor man at his gate,






















And order'd their estate.
IIThat was very good," said Portia. III'm sure Annie appreciates your teaching
her that stanza.1I
IIMay I continue?" Mom's Kaunti Boy asked Portia. "I have written my own
,f
poem and I would like to dedicateYto Mr. Green."
IIPlease continue," said Portia.
Mom's Kaunt(Boy again brushed his hair aside and then stared directly at
me. His voice was commanding and his face unemotional as he began reciting his
poem, a poem he called Share.
Governmental Imperialism
Individual Materialism
The downfall of a great nation?bal')e .The @fiafteiof all creation?
Perhaps
Within your boundaries safe and sound
No pain, no hunger, no suffering to be found
Expecting what others hope for
Ignoring the invisible poor
Look my friend, they're out there
Loot my friend, if you dare
Taking pleasure in another's misfortune
Do you favor this uneven proportion
If you were born in a different place and time
Maybe you'd be the one without a dime
All that is unjust
All that is unfair
Can be changed with one word -
Share.
Having finished his poem, Mom's Kaunti Boy bowed, thanked me for





















The classroom remained silent until I heard a sharp whistle. I looked out the
window and grandfather was standing there, waving for me to come outside.
"Portia, I have to leave now," I said. ''1 really enjoyed spending some time
with the children. They're very talented."
''1 hope that Mom's Kaunti Boy didn't offend you much," she said.
"Don't worry about that," I said. "Maybe my life has been too easy and secure.
I guess there is a lot more that I could be sharing. I think he opened my eyes a litde"
After thanking the children and Portia for their performances, I exited the
school. Outside stood grandfather, grandmother, Old Andy, Juan, Jaime, Pedro,
Lena, and three other men that I did not recognize.
"Noah, these soldiers are going to Cabanatuan City," said Old Andy. "They
are willing to take you and Lena with them so that you won't have to pay jeepney
fare."
"Great," I said. "That will get us there a lot quicker."
The soldiers put our bags in their jeep and I helped Lena get aboard, under the
canvas canopy. As she stepped up her purse slipped off her shoulder and fell to the
ground, scattering its contents. I bent over, picked the items up, placed them back
into her purse, and handed it back to her.
. .
"Take good care of my daughter," grandmother said as she gave me a hug. "I
don't want anything bad to happen to my grandson."





















"Wait!" Old Andy yelled. ''You didn't pick everything up."
He bent over, picked up a small card, and handed it to me.
"Goodbye Nilla! Goodbye Vince!" grandmother shouted as the jeep's engine
started. "Don't forget to stop by for an Electrolux demonstration when you get to
Cabanatuan City."
Lena and I waved back at grandmother and the others as the jeep pulled away.
"So, you're a Marine?" asked the driver of the jeep. "What is your rank?"
''I'm a corporal," I answered.
''Is that right? Then maybe you should call me 'sir'," he said with a grin.
"My name is Sergeant Bautista."
I smiled back at him and noticed that he was sitting on a .45 pistol. Next to
him sat a very young soldier who was resting his chin on the flash suppressor of an
M-16 rifle with an inserted magazine. With all the potholes the jeep was hitting, I
was praying that he had his selector lever placed on safety.
The third soldier also had an M-16 which he cradled in his right arm like a
baby. In his left hand was a bottle of scotch from which he occasionally took a swig
and passed to the other two.
"Damn, we're out of cigarettes!" exclaimed Bautista. "Do you have any,
Noah ?"
I shook my head.





















"Can I have my residence card back now?" asked Lena.
I had forgotten all about the card in my left hand. Out of curiosity I took a
look at the card. In the space of occupation the word 'waitress' was typed.
''Why does this ~ 'waitress'?" I asked. "you're not a waitress."
"Do you think the mayor's office would type 'prostitute' in that space?" Lena
asked in a whisper. "Officially there are no prostitutes in Angeles City. We're all
waitresses."
Suddenly, as I was handing Lena her card, I heard a shot and the shattering of
glass. I looked up and saw blood gushing from Bautista's head. More shots were
fired as the jeep wildly continued down the road. Then Lena silently slumped
forward onto my lap. I grabbed her arms to lift her up and felt the warm and wet
blood.
"Grab the whee1!" I shouted at the two in front as the jeep rolled off the road,
but they were busy shooting back at the rice paddies.
I saw a row of trees ahead of us grow nearer and nearer, but there was nothing























I stood before the altar as Lena and my father walked down the aisle. When
she reached my side we turned together toward the priest.
"Do you have the ring, Noah?" he sternly asked me.
"Just a second, I have it right here, Noah," said Neil Tiber, handing me the
ring with one hand and slapping me on the back with the other. "She's sure
beautiful, but I still think you're going to catch something."
I placed the ring on Lena's finger and the priest continued with the ceremony.
"Do you take this man to be your lawfully wedded husband?" he asked Lena.
"I do," she answered, smiling at me.
"Do you take this woman to be your lawfully wedded wife?" he then asked
me.
"I do," I answered without hesitation.





















As I was kissing Lena I felt someone gently touch me on the shoulder. I
turned around and there before me stood a young woman in a blue skirt and gray
blouse. She was soaking wet from head to toe and was standing in a small puddle of
water.
"Congratulations son," she said.
"Yes, congratulations son," father said as he put his arm around the drenched
woman. "Your grandmother wants to take a picture of you two newlyweds with
your mother and me."
"While you're having your picture taken I'm going to congratulate Father
Cuena," said Tiber. ''He sure performed one heck of a wedding ceremony."
"Vince, you're a very lucky man," said grandmother. "Even after all these
years Nilla remains as beautiful as Gemma Cruz."
Grandmother stood before the four of us with her camera. She was still
wearing the same tattered and faded dress that she was wearing when I first saw her.
"Smile!" said grandmother excitedly.
There was a bright flash from the camera and then a deafening crack of
thunder knocked me to the ground. Instantaneously, white rice rained from the
sky.
"Why did relief and comfort elude me all these years?" grandmother asked,
looking toward the sky. "Noah, your birth was supposed to rid me of all this





















I tried to stand up but I was quickly becoming buried by the falling rice. I cried
for help but my voice was drowned out by grandmother's screaming. I gasped for






















I woke up in a small room which had the strong scent of disinfectant. My .
head was throbbing and I could feel that it was bandaged. I looked to my right and
there was a Filipino in white standing over me.
"Good morning, Noah," he said with a slight smile. "My name is Dr. La
Torre. How do you feel this morning?"
"Like hell," I answered. "Where am I?"
"You're in Cabanatuan City," he answered, and then growing more serious,
''You know, you are a very lucky man to be alive, Noah. You've only suffered a
slight concussion, but I regret to inform you that your companions were all killed."
"What happened?" I asked, confused.
1{ltseems as if the jeep you were riding in was ambushed by guerrillas," he
answered. "The constabulary believes-that the guerrillas were after the soldiers'
weapons. Unfortunately, since you and your female companion were under the





















passengers. There's a war going on here between the military and guerrillas, Noah,
and as an American you had no business being in that military jeep. From now on
take only civilian transportation."
''When can I leave, doctor?" I asked.
"You are free to leave at any time," he answered. "I only ask that you take it
easy for the next few days. It will take some time before you are one hundred
percent again."
I sat up and the throbbing increased.
''What do I owe you, doctor?" I asked.
"You just get dressed and catch the next bus back to Angeles City," he
answered. "The constabulary. doesn't want anyone else to know that an American
was the victim of a guerrilla attack, so I advise you to keep quiet about it. If anyone
asks you about the bandage on your head, just make up a good story."
I put on my clothes and caught the Arayat Express bus just as the doctor had
ordered. My thoughts were immediately focused on Lena. Who was Galena Madel?
Could her father have been from Galena, Illinois, and her mother named her after
her father's hometown? Is it possible that both of our fathers were from small
towns in Illinois? Maybe not. Nevertheless, they were both Americans. The only
difference between Lena and I was that my father sent me to the U.s. while Lena's
father left her behind in the Philippines. What would our lives have been like if





















Who was my mother? My father had always told me that he met her in
Angeles City while she was working there as a waitress. But Lena said that all
bargirls in Angeles City are officially waitresses. Could the unthinkable Pe true? If
so, what right did I have to think of Lena as less of a human being than myself?
What right did I have to blame the victim for her situation, and not myself, the
victimizer?
Who was I? I was half-East and half-West. But was I a synthesis of the
virtues of each world, or the vices? I wore the scarlet and gold colors of a Marine
and wore them with pride, but what was I actually? I couldn't help thinking about
the cockfight in my grandparents' village. The government soldiers and guerrillas
here are really no different than the fighting cocks. They're not natural enemies
since they're of the same blood, but adventurers, for their own pleasure and profit,
teach them the way to do battle and arm them with deadly weapons to destroy their
designated enemy. The gamblers choose the arena, place their bets, and watch from
a safe distance the maiming and killing of brother by brother, wildly cheering on
their favorite.
But where did I fit in there? Was I merely a cock of foreign lineage being
prepared to kill just in case the native cocks proved ineffective in the arena? Had all
my military training been in preparation for the moment a spur would be tied to my
leg and I would be forced to do battle in the arena to kill another of different lineage,





















The more questions I asked myself, the more confused I became. The pitapat
of the rain on the roof of the Arayat Express bus made me sleepy, so I closed my eyes
and tried to relax for the remainder of the journey.
By the time I reached Angeles City it was noon and the rain had stopped,
though the sky was still gray. Children were playing in the mud puddles and the
first notes from the many juke boxes in Angeles City were just beginning to
emanate from the bars.
As I neared Ace's I saw Tiber sitting on the small bench outside the bar, his
head between his knees. I placed my hand on his shoulder and he slowly looked up.
"Greg! What the hell happened to you?" he asked.
''Lena and I were in an accident," I answered. ''Neil, Lena is dead."
"Oh my God!" Neil exclaimed. "How did it happen?"
"Our jeepney blew a tire and ran into a tree," I answered. "I have a slight
concussion. I'm going to go in to tell Ace about Lena and get my uniform. I'm
flying back to Okinqwa this afternoon."
"Greg, don't go in there," Neil said as I began to enter Ace's.
"Why not?" I asked.
''We've had some problems here, Greg," Neil answered. "Do you remember
the woman in the tattered red dress with the little girl who we met on our first day
here?"





















''Well, she used to work here at Ace's," he said. "She already had two kids
and after having the third one, Iris, Ace kicked her out because she wasn't bringing
in enough money for him. Here at Ace's she had plenty of rice to eat and a place to
sleep, but after Ace felt she had lost all her desirability, all she had was what she
could get off the street.
I guess she just kind of snapped. She came here just after midnight, after
things had quieted down for the evening. I was in Ruby's room when I heard three
shots and the wailing of a baby. I went out to the bar area and saw Ace lying face
down in a pool of blood. Next to him was little Iris lying on the chest of her dead
mother, whimpering. I was a real mess, Greg."
"Where's Iris now?" I asked.
"Ruby's taking care of her inside," he answered. "The others are still cleaning
things up. I'll have Ruby bring you your uniform. Wait here just a second."
Tiber entered Ace's and came back out several moments later, shaking his
head.
"I've never seen anything like this before in my life," he said.
''What will happen to Iris?" I asked.
''Ruby and I are going to take her to the orphanage in a few minutes," he
answered. "But J don't know what kind of future she'll have."
"Neil, here are some pesos that I can't spend on OkinQwa," I said as I handed





















''I'll tell you what, Greg," he said. "After we take Iris to the orphanage, I'll
meet you at the air terminal. I think it's time for me to leave this place. Maybe I've
worn out my welcome here. Don't worry, I'll tell Ruby about Lena."
Ruby came out of Ace's with my uniform and handed it to me with one arm.
In her other arm was Iris, sound asleep. Poor child. She'll be forced to abandon her
childhood all too soon. What kind of future will she have? Will she conquer the
odds, or will she grow up to be just another waitress in Angeles City?
''Where's Lena?" Ruby asked.
"She'll be along any minute," answered Tiber before I could open my mouth.
"Greg has to be leaving how. He has a plane to catch."
I said goodbye to Tiber an~ Ruby, and Iris, who was still asleep, and walked to
the main gate of Clark Air Force Base where I caught a taxi to the air terminal.
"Did you enjoy your stay here in the Philippines, Joe?" the Filipino driver
asked.
''I learned a lot," I answered.
''Yes, those Filipino girls can teach a person a lot," he said with a grin. "I only
wish I could afford them, but with what I make as a taxi driver there's no way I can
compete with you rich Americans. But I sure can dream."
I had my oWn dreams. I now knew that there was little difference between
Lena and myself, but I could only dream that she could be here with me in the flesh





















future filled with happiness, away from Angeles City. And I could only dream that
no others, especially Iris, would have to live the nightmares which Lena
experienced in her short life.
"Here we are, Joe," said the taxi driver.
I paid the fare, grabbed my uniform, and made my way for the entrance of the
air terminal. Before reaching the door I could swear ~hat I heard Lena whisper to
me. I turned and looked to the east and there I thought I saw Mt. Arayat with a
rainbow arched above it.
